


Scatiic Puolic Library AMUICG Vv ODE 
Prohibiting the Movies—the 87th Amendment 


ud e eenil 
Price 14 CEntTs 








“THe ProuGHuctrL HomMewarp PiLops Her Weary Way” 



























R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Co. 
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There's no two 
ways about it! 


No better cigarette can 
be made than Camels! 








ET the idea at once that Camelsand their refresh- 
ing flavorareunlikeany cigaretteyoueversmoked 
that’s why men call Camels a cigarette revelation! 


You should know why Camels are so unusual, so 
delightful, so satisfying. First, quality—second, 
Camels expert blend of choice Turkish and choice 
Domestic tobaccos, and you'll certainly prefer Camels 
blend to either kind of tobacco smoked straight! 


Camels blendmakespossible that wonderful mellow 
mildness you hear so much about—yet all the desir- 
able body is there to any smoker’s absolute satisfac- 
tion! And no matter how generously you smoke, 
Camels never tire your taste! 


How you’ll appreciate, too, Camels freedom from 
any unpleasant cigaretty aftertaste or unpleasant cig- 
aretty odor—a cigarette revelation all by itself! 


Pick Camels for trial and compare them puff-by- 
puff with any cigarette in the world at any price! 
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Cameis are sold eve here in scientifically sealed 
—T of 20 cigarettes for 20 cents; or ten pack- 

ages (200 cigarettes) in a glassine-paper-coverec 
carton. We strongly recommend this carton for the 
home or office supply or when you travel. 
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Drawn by Watter De Manis 


“What a delightful little home you have. Do you keep help?” 


““No. We have one housemaid, but she’s ao help.” 
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Trias oF A Psycuic’s WIFE 
“It didn’t use to be so bad with his Shakespeares and Napoleons, but the way he’s carryin’ on nowadays with that Cleopatra woman is 


more than | can stand.” 


Prohibiting the Movies, or the 87th Amendment 


Another “‘Man From ’20” Story 


Ey Exvxis Parker ButTLer 
Author of “Pigs Is Pigs,’’ “The Log of a Lost Soul,” “The Man From ’20,” ete. 


HEN I returned to the United States in 1930, 
after having been marooned in Patagonia for ten 
years, I was not surprised to learn that motion 
pictures were prohibited under the Ejighty- 
Seventh Amendment to the Constitution of the 

United States. Even before I left so suddenly there had been 
whispers that the Association for Prohibiting Everything and 
the Old Women’s Mind-Other-People’s Business Union had dis- 
covered that numbers of persons were securing some amusement 
from motion pictures, and I had feared the worst. 

I admit that motion pictures, in 1920, were not all they 
should have been. The lesson taught by the large pumpkin 
pie that hit the comedian in the face was not so uplifting as it 
might have been. The lessons taught were not always noble; 
in fact, some of the suggestions were such that the weaker 
individuals were led astray. 

I remember the case of my cousin Dudley Batts. Dudley 
was not a strong character. He had a weak, imitative nature 
and was easily led astray, and one evening he went to see a 
motion picture in which an actor named Charles Chapin, or 
Chaplin, or some such name who was then rather well known, 
was shown on the screen. 

In the course of the picture this Charles Chapin (or Chaplin) 
whose only desire seemed to be to amuse, seated himself on a 
cactus, immediately after which he appeared to exhibit signs 
of an extreme sprightliness and vivacity, especially of the legs 
and arms. Had the picture been what it should have been this 
Mr. Chapin, upon sitting on the cactus, should have shown a 
certain regret for the errors of his past life, combined with a meek 
resignation to the blows of misfortune, thus giving those who 
saw him an uplift of soul and leading their thoughts to higher 
things. 


Alas! the effect on my cousin Dudley Batts was quite other 
than this. I was sitting beside him at the time and no sooner 
did Mr. Chapin (or Chaplin) sit on the cactus in the film and 
become imbued with pepper—as the slang phrase was— than 
cousin Dudley Batts began to move uneasily in his chair, while 
his eyes glowed with a wild, devilish spark. I put my hand 
on him to control him, but it was useless. He leaped from his 
seat and rushed from the theatre, and I knew that the evil lesson 
of the screen had had its natural vile result, and that cousin 


_ Dudley Batts meant to find a cactus and sit on it. 


For days and weeks after that night cousin Dudley Batts 
did not return to his home, but ran wildly about the streets 
seeking cacti and sitting on them, and immediately showing the 
same sprightliness and vivacity of legs and arms that had been 
shown by Mr. Chapin (or Mr. Chaplin, as the case may be). 

It was only after several weeks that we were able to coax 
cousin Dudley home, and then only because he could find no 
more cacti to sit on, but the moment he entered the house he 
saw his wife’s new spring hat, with eight hat pins in it and, with 
a yell of eager delight, cousin Dudley rushed across the room 
and sat on the hat. 

Naturally, this caused his wife to upbraid him and, although 
she did it gently, he was so angered that he got the axe and 
killed her. Then he killed his eight children, and six policemen 
who came to arrest him, and the mayor, and seven members of 
the City Council, and one Baptist minister and three-quarters 
of the fire department, and one census-taker and himself. He 
killed himself last. After that he was dead and did not kill 
any more. 

The whole affair made a deep impression on me, as was 
natural. If I had not been a man I might have been cousin 
Dudley’s wife (if I had not been his cousin) in which case I 















































nt wake mn 
Drawn by A. B. Watkxer 


“Bec Parpon, Sir, sut Are You Twins or Have | 
at Last Got a Recipe Tuat’s Worth Wuite?” 


would now be dead, and it is most annoying to be dead when you 
don’t want to be. I saw clearly how harmful motion pictures 
could be, and I was not surprised, on my return in 1930, to find 
they had been prohibited. 

- lam not opposed to prohibition. 
three people get together any two of them have the right to tell 
the other one what he shall eat or drink or wear. If two of us 
do not like green socks we have a right to decree that none of us 
shall wear green socks. From that moment green socks become 
a sin and a crime. This is quite proper. Green socks, of poor 
quality, if worn to excess, might poison the feet. 

I expected that motion pictures would be prohibited, when 
everything else was, and I never expected to see one again, so I 
was surprised when my Uncle Kegley Morris, of Fort Lee, New 
Jersey, with whom I was stopping for a few days, gave me a 
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I believe that whenever 
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Tue Rartroap’s Ricut-or-Way 


wink and asked me, in a whisper, if I would like to see a movie, 
in exactly the same tone he would have used in asking me if I 
would like a nip of brandy. 

We stole from the house quietly and through the woods. 
I remember that he told me, as we went along, about Roger 
Muffins and his wife and their sad fate. 

He said Roger and his wife were taken ill not long after they 
were married. Ardelia— that was his wife— had stomach trou- 
ble and took soda for it, but Roger had a high fever and had to 
have an alcohol rub every three hours. For weeks and months 
they rubbed Roger with alcohol, and for weeks and months they 
gave Ardelia soda. 

“Tt was very sad,” said Uncle Kegley. 

“What was?” I asked. 

“All of it. The whole affair,” Uncle Kegley said. “They 
rubbed so much alcohol into Roger, and Ardelia took so much 
soda, that when their baby was born the Government ruled that 
it was a brandy-and-soda and confiscated it. Do you like 
Mary Pickford?” 

“T did. I used to,” I said. 

“Tt’s a Pickford picture we are going to have tonight,” 
Uncle Kegley said with a snigger of wickedness. “Don’t ever 
say anything about it or we'll all land in jail for life.” 

The way was becoming more difficult. We pushed through 
underbrush and crawled over rocks. We reached the edge of 
the Palisades and here a rope hung down to a ledge far below. 
We slid down the rope and reached the ledge and crawled 
through a cave-like hole in the rock. 

Inside was a huge hall or room, dark as pitch, but I could 
hear the whisper of hundreds of men—men keyed high by 
vicious excitement. 

“We cut this hall out of the solid rock with our own hands,’ 
Uncle Kegley whispered. ‘We old stagers must have our 
movies. Here are a couple of seats. We're lucky—they are 
just beginning.” 

I seated myself and stared into the dead darkness ahead of 
me. The whispers died to utter silence. Behind me somewhere 
began the rapid clicking of a motion picture projector. 

But nothing appeared on the dead, black wall before me. 
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What’s goin’ on?” 


“Gee! 
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“Say, if you want some ice-cream and cake meet me on our back porch at five o’clock.” 


“Oh! my folks are givin’ a swell reception in the front o’ the house.” 


It was as black as before. I saw nothing. I heard nothing but 
the cautious, tense breathing of the crowd. I smelled nothing but 
the dampness of the cave. The clicking stopped and began again. 

“Great, isn’t it?’’ Uncle Kegley whispered. 

Then suddenly the clicking behind me stopped again and 
finally. The men arose and moved to the cave entrance, talking 
excitedly in undertones. 

“Ts it all over?” I asked. 

‘All over,” said Uncle 
wasn’t it?” 

“But I didn’t see anything,” I protested. 

“See anything? Of course, you 


Kegley, “and it was great, 


“Hush!” he said fearfully. “Don’t mention such a thing. 
We would not dare to do such a thing. Imagination is pro- 
hibited by the Eighty-Eighth Amendment to the Constitution 
of the United States.” 


No Paradise 
“Doc”? Monroe, a veteran gambler well known among Missis- 
sippi River sports of the passing generation, was relating to 
some of his compatriots the awful misfortune that befell him on 
a recent trip, whereby he was obliged to spend three long tire- 
some days in a small sagebrush town, without the faintest pos- 
sibility of a game. One of his hearers, 





didn’t see anything,” said Uncle 
Kegley. ‘‘We have no films—how 
could you see anything? We have 
to imagine it all. That’s the fun 
of it; that’s the sport of it; that’s 
where the jolly wickedness of it 
comes in. . You can imagine anything 
you want to.” 





not knowing the said village to be dry, 
cut in with: 
‘*Gee, you must a had a soit 
time—nothin’ td do but drink!’ 
“Yes,” returned Doc, with a qui- 
nine-flavored smile, “and nothing to 
drink but dew!” 





Off-Hand Roomer 





I considered this awhile. 

“But why,” I asked Uncle Kegley, 
when we had climbed the rope, “did 
you bother to dig that cave? Why 
can’t you sit right at home and 
imagine it quite as well?” 


Drawn by J. K. Bryans 


it killed him. 


Pa—What became of that old crank who 
used to bore you so much, my dear? 

Daughter—Oh, he tried a system he’d worked 
out on “How to Live a Hundred Years,” and 


Mrs. Reilly—That new roomer 
makes up his bed as neat as a pin. 

Mrs. Dooley—Shure, an’ he must 
have been a stage-hand in one o’ thim 
bedroom farces, 








Drawn by R. B. Fourier 
“Come Quick, Ma! 
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Basy’s STarTED FER Europe! 


God Bless Mediocrity 
By Maup Davis WALKER 


F all Mother Nature’s gifts to man, mediocrity is the least 
appreciated and the oftenest rejected by those to whom it 
is bequeathed. Yet what a blessing it is—the real savior of the 
world: For can you conjure up a picture of what this world 
would be like if peopled only by geniuses? No hair-cuts, no 
shoe-shines, no good-grooming-in-general, with all men pro- 
whiskers and all women anti-fashion. And no loose change for 
the “movies” and the roof-gardens—if such things existed: 
And there would be no critics, for only the mediocre mind 
can demolish the masterpieces of the genius. And there would 
be no children— only infant prodigies who at birth could pass an 
examination in eugenics. No toy factories would flourish; no 
juvenile games be played, for the young would devote their time 
to the fine arts. And there wouldn’t be garrets and basements 
enough to go round, and no people commonplace enough to 
build more. 
Which brings to mind the 
ordinary work of the world, and 
the question, ““‘Who would do 
it?” For a genius couldn’t stop 
his “creating” to measure off 
ribbon, sell pants, or cut steak. 
Neither would he know how to 
raise the corn to feed the steer 
for beef, nor how to grow the 
wheat for bread. And there 
would be nothing for the heavy- 
headed philosopher to philoso- 
phize about if there were no 
mediocre folk to keep things 
from going to the-—— 
So, after all, this merry old 
world owes her prosperity—and 
other conditions—to Mediocrity. 


No Such Animal 
“What is your opinion of a 
man who constantly deceives 
his wife?” 
“That he is a myth,” re- 4 Drawn by Haumron Watiams 
plied J. Fuller Gloom. 


Sexchange 
By Rocer CurLey 


HE woman leaned over him as he reclined dream- 
ily. Her green eyes stared into his eyes with a 
mesmeric gleam, so very close and passionate that the 
fire from them was like the crackling fire which flashes 
between electrodes. And he was a married man. . . . 
Softly she put her two hands to his face. She 
stroked his cheeks. He closed his eyes beneath that 
velvety touch. His eyes were closed, but his cheeks 
began to tingle; burning tears came to his eyes. 
Infinite seconds passed by. . . .He opened his eyes. 
The woman was still looking at him. But her glance 
was casual; her eyes were already on another man. 
He struggled upright and stood on his feet, rubbing his 
smarting cheeks. His eyes yet burned with those 
uncontrolled tears. 
“She shaved me tooclose, and got soap in my eyes,” 
he told his friend. “I was a fool to try a lady barber.” 
Notwithstanding, he gave her a quarter tip. 


Punctuated 
By Jacx Burroucas 
A tenderfoot of Pizen Pete 
Demanded: “Have you tried the feat 
That’s known as automatic writing? 
I understand it’s quite exciting.” 


“T never shot no automats,” 

Said Pete, “but when it comes to gats, 
The notches on my gun denote 

The periods that I have wrote.” 


Praise Indeed 
“How was the humorous lecture at the opera house last 
night?” asked the recently arrived guest. 
“ First rate!” enthusiastically replied the landlord of the 
Petunia tavern. “Why, dad-blame it, I got in on a compli- 
mentary ticket, and J laughed!” 
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At tHE Wooven Weppinc—A Tactiess Gurr 





Refined 


Cruelty 


By JANE IRWIN 


GHE was unquestionably good-looking in her simple gown of 
clinging black satin. 

She pulled the black velvet davenport, luxurious in its 
downy cushions, closer to the glowing fire. 

“Solid comfort—yet not too domestic in flavor,” she rumi- 
nated, as she puffed up a plump cushion of deep yellow satin on 
which gyrated a furturist version of a Russian ballet dancer. 
She moved up to the little carved teakwood stand, a Chinese 
treasure, and fingered thoughtfully the wrought silver cigarette 
case that haled from a tiny old 
shop in Venice, and the Turkish 
flagon of silver webbed glass that 
held the gleaming russet of a rare, 
almost obsolete species of dis- 
tilled joy. 

“What cosier retreat would 
any man want?” And then she 
placed a reed workbasket, in 
which gleamed golden thimble, 
scissors, tangled skeins of silk and 
a vague, home-y piece of fine 
linen, at the other end of the 
davenport—just to give balance 
to the picture. 

“They say that he has seen 
beautiful women of every land— 
and is still indifferent,” she mused 
as she crossed the room. “There- 
fore, one unlike all the others, not 
too domesticated, nor yet too so- 
phisticated, not too much of a 
modernist—yet completely, if 
discreetly, up-to-date—in short, 
an unusual woman who embodies 
the virtues and graceful failings 
of all the others is the only one 
who can hope to hold his atten- 
tion.” She stopped with pardon- 
able pleasure before the long 
Italian mirror. 

He came. 

She discussed Maeterlinck, 
also Burleson; she sparkled over 
Ibafiez as well as the chances of 
the various Leagues. When he 
turned to the drama she was 
ready with charming and original 
notations on the current Winter 
Garden show no less than on 
“Abraham Lincoln” and _ the 
allegorical tragedy that the Suit-Case Theatre was putting on. 
He marveled at her ready grasp of the Mexican situation, and 
it seemed to him that her taste in contemporary verse was 
excellent—so like his own. And he could not help noticing 
that Pilgrim’s Progress was on her reading table, even 
if the bookmark was in a very recent volume on psychic 
phenomena. 

It was after she had played and sung some French songs for 
him, and then had glided into the tender delicacy of “O Believe 
Me, if All Those Eridearing Young Charms,” that he could 
no longer repress his admiration. “You wonderful, won- 
derful girl,” he said, “at first it puzzled me—but now 


A Country Store 
By Cuartotre Becker 
HERE every visitor who bides or buys 
Brings village gossip, or the country 


news, 
And talk of whether this or that to choose 
Is spiced with comment on Sim Jones’s rise 
To councilman, or how Jane Brown casts eyes 
At Phineas White; or Sue Green’s clever 

ruse 
To make hens lay; and always, racy news 
And cogitations anent Wets and Drys. 


And, serving patiently 
each wish or whim 

While “Dad” sits argyfy- 
ing fact or chance, 

Her eager head adorned 
with pigtails prim, 

Buried between whiles in 
some old romance, 

Behind the counter little 
shabby Suke 

In dreams elo 
ning with a 


I know why I was attracted to you from the first!” 

Why ? She yearned to ask it, to hear him reply that although 
he had met clever women, feminine women, brainy women, home- 
making women, siren women—never had he found the rare, 
the desirable combination until he had met her, the Unique 
Woman. She leaned closer. 

“Why?” she breathed, and her eyes were softly tri- 
umphant. 

“Because you remind me so much of a girl I used 

to know,” he said. 


She Gets Away with It 


By RuTHerrorD RENNIE 
ADRIENNE had nothing to 
- do. The telephone bell 
rang. Jimmie was calling her. 
She felt that she could not possi- 
bly endure having him sit all 
evening in the same room with 
her. So she said, “Just a min- 
ute, please, I’ll see if Adrienne is 
in.” She walked along the ball 
calling her name and, returning, 
informed Jimmie that Adrienne 
was not in, but if there was any 
message. . . . 

He said that he had thought 
she might like to go with him in 
his car for a ride and stop at a 
garden out in Long Island which 
had become popular and where 
there was dancing. 

They exchanged good-bys. 

James’ proposal was to Adri- 
enne’s liking. ‘Ten minutes later 
she telephoned to him and said, 
“This is Adrienne. I just got 
home and—— ” 

A voice that she knew well 
to belong to James cut her 
short: 

“Just a moment, please.” 

She heard him walk along 
the hall calling, “Jimmie! Oh, 
Jim!” 

But he didn’t have the nerve, 
and they went to the garden 
where there was dancing, and 
she told him how sorry she was 
not to have been at home when he first called. 





s each eve- 
uke. 


; In Petrograd 
“You say this is counterfeit money?” 
“Ves, we get a premium on that. It is much more valuable 
than this Bolshevik stuff.” 


A Deep Guy 
“Ts this being fair to your wife? You never admit liking 
anything she cooks.” 
“Tn married life you gotta play safe. If she thought I liked 
a thing, she’d have it every day.” 
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Drawn by Onson Lo vet 
Same Otp Leoparp, Same Otp Sports 


German Duellist (to his seconds)—Von moment, bleece. I dink dot’s better he gets avay more, for vy I’m such a much fatter dan him 
und more easy to hit it. I brobose dat he should stand fivdeen baces furder from me dan I stand nearer to him! Yes? 
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The Siren 


By R. C. Guent 


HE wasn’t exactly handsome, and yet you couldn’t call her 
plain. 

Her features were irregular but interesting, as I heard one 
of her friends remark. , 

For instance, one pearly ear of matchless heauty was an inch 
or so lower than the other. 

And her teeth were so interestingly different from the usual. 
The absence of two of them in front relie ved the monotony of the 
faultless rows of molars that most girls have. Then again she 
had a habit of holding her mouth open so that if there was the 
slightest breeze stirring, it would whistle weirdly in and out of 
the space between her teeth. 

Her eyes were a fishy blue and 
slightly crossed, so that in walking she 
couldn’t help tripping over her own feet. 

She also toed-in a trifle and when 
she sidled down the avenue, daintily 
tripping in her own charmingly original 
way, people stopped to look at her. It 
used to gratify my vanity to be stared at 
so whenever I went out with her. 

In fact, I. may as well out with it, 

I found her so fascinating that I married _ = 

her. And ours has been the happy . 

union. She never boresme. Sheisa ~ 
continual source of interest. I keep 
finding new things wrong with her 
every day. 
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Old Hen—Yovu Oucur to Be AsHamep To Go IN 
Swimminc Wirnovut Your Batuinc-Suits! 


il 


Tue Mors anp THE FLAME 


The Will to Conquer 


By Harry Irving SHumway 


T five I had tried to conquer father’s pipe. 
At ten I meant to conquer the raging main and 
be a sailor. 
At twenty I was out to conquer the world. 
At thirty I was trying desperately to conquer a woman with 
a terribly strong will. It was Mary. 
At forty I was trying to conquer the prune industry. 
Mary. I had married her. 
At fifty I was trying with all my might to conquer the wicked 
seventh hole, Bogey six. Also Mary. 
At sixty I was having a devil of a time conquer- 
3 ing an overpowering desire to sleep while 
people were talking tome. Also Mary. 

At seventy I was fairly busy con- 
quering a bit of gout, a difficult problem 
in chess—and Mary. 

I write this on my eightieth birthday. I 
have been trying for a long time to reach 
my pipe on the table. Once I could have 
made it inone bound. I had almost con- 
quered the distance when Mary rapped my 
hand and pushed me back into my chair. 

Dammit, I never conquered any- 
thing but Mary. 


Also 


Hardly 
“The wages of sin is death.” 
“T shouldn’t call that a living wage.” 
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Ir Promises To Be a Great WATERMELON YEAR IN New Jersey, Onto AND Orner States 


Wise Saws From the Old Tool-Chest 


By Irene A. D. CorBatty 


T's average man hates a stiff collar quite as much 
as the average woman hates acorset. Both suffer 
because convention makes cowards of us all. 

+ * . 

The old-fashioned woman busied herself with a tape 
measure; her granddaughter amuses herself with the 
ticker tape measure of high finance. 

* * * 


When a girl isn’t sure of a man’s income she is 
always embarrassed by his blithely asking, “Where 


shall we go for,dinner?” 
* * o 





A girl applying for a steno- 
graphic position in New York 
needn’t know a thing about 
spelling and punctuation if 
she’s good at figures — espe- 
cially her own. 

Oo * 4 

If more women realized the 

1}, psychological effect of a Mar- 
\ Mo cel on susceptible masculinity, 
\\ it mt there would be a hair-dressing 
¢ \ “il \ salon for every vacant saloon. 
AW: . ok * * 
yaa — ae So many T. B. M.’s are 
/ misunderstood by their wives 
and sympathized with by their 
stenographers that it’s no 
wonder stenographers’ salaries 
are away up. 
* a * 

Before marriage a kiss is a 
ceremony; after marriage it 
degenerates to an informal 


salute. 
* * * 


The modern child is 
brought up on _ maternal 
“don’ts” and ‘“mustn’ts” 
and paternal “‘ Don’t-bother- 
me-can’t-you-see-I’m-busy?”’ In spite of this handi- 


cap some speak English fairly well. 
* * * 


The only difference between the English and the 


Sinn Feiners is the Irish question. 
+ + * 


The little girl of today is not interested in dolls; she 
goes directly from the cradle to the movies and at fif- 
teen is discussing social problems. 


Johnny Will Grow Up to Be a Senator 


Mother—What are you doing in the pantry, Johnny? 
Johnny=—Putting away the jelly, mother. 





A woman would rather have a man 
wreck her complexion by osculatory theft 
than ask her for a kiss. 

. é * 

Many a millinery confection that scares 
a chap away from proposing doesn’t cost as 
much as his week's supply of cigarettes. 

* * * 


Two French grammars don’t make a 
linguist, nor brilliant statesmen a happy 
nation. 

* * « 

The individual who deserves the great- 
est sympathy is the stout woman who 
affects wild stripes and plaids in crashing 
colors, just when her husband is becoming 
interested in a slim Fifth Avenue manne- 


Quin. 
* * * 














Some $2,000-a-year men are so unreason- Drawn by C, W. Kanves 


able—they expect a wife to get along with 
only three fur coats a season. 


“What's the idea buying a seven-passenger touring car when there are only 
two of us to ride in it?” 
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Pegasus in a Pinafore Runs a Race with the High-Geared Daisy Ashford 


To TwrEE-TWEE 
(My Bird) 


ie is a simple song you sing, 

In perfect trill, and lasting ring, 
It has a happy, happy swing 

That passes right into my heart. 


You have a charming little way, 

Of singing all the things you say, 

With such bewitching, dainty sway, 
It cuts my soul—to part. 


You cheer each hour of the year, 

That passes in the city drear, 

And to our ever listening ear, 
Sweet music you impart. 


You dance with tiny-agile tread, 
About your home, with pert-poised head, 
And sparkling eye, until I dread 

You’ve danced away my heart. 


THE PLEA OF AN UNBORN BABY 


Nor yet has light proceeded to my 
eyes, 
The world I know not, for I am un- 
born; 
Ere many days I shall be one of you, 
A tender infant, knowing nothing, who 
Comes to this world—and to a home 
forlorn— 


A home where poverty and filth prevail, 
Where sickness and distress disturb 
the rest 
And quiet that should be, that speaks of 
love, 


The kind I learned while dwelling up 


above 
Whence I have come, a poor, unwel- 
come guest. 


You men that have thi 


hands 
To change my life for better or foi 
worse, 
To smooth the path, that I may have my 
share 
(To which each new-born child is rightful 
heir) 
Give it unburdened by the pauper’s 
curse! 


mower i 
re n your 


I carenot for the coin—the glistening gold, 
Nor fear I threadbare garments, lack- 
ing grace, 
That any child of wealth learns to de- 
spise, 
It is the chance I want—that I may rise 
And lift my people from their lowly 
place. 





Doris BEIHOFF 


The fourteen-year-old poet whose 
verses are printed on this page 








T is the present fashion in the world of 
letters to discover youthful literary gen- 
ius. The up-to-date magazine without its 
infant prodigy lisping in verse or sketching 
life in frenzied fiction, is self-confessedly with- 
out enterprise. Frank Swinnerton, the Lon- 
don editor, gave to the world (with J. M. Bar- 
rie standing as her literary godfather) the 
mirth-provoking masterpiece of Daisy Ash- 
ford, and Judge not to be outdone as a Co- 
lumbus of the Nursery, here presents its “find” 
in the person of Doris Beihoff, aged fourteen. 
We must confess we did not discover Doris 
““by ourself” and the following letter tells how 
the verses on this page came into our hands. 


“IT have come across a little girl who, I 
think, is going to develop into a real poet. I 
learned quite accidentally she has been in 
the habit of sending letters in the form of odd 
little rhymes to friends of hers when they were 
ill, to amuse them. Another thing which is 
interesting to me about the child is that she 
invariably destroyed all of her work, and is so 
frightfully modest about it that her diffidence 
is almost an obsession. I think some of her 
verses are worth publishing in Judge, and I 
hope that you do, too. I know the little girl 
will be startled to see them in print, but I 
think she needs some such shock as this to 
get her out of the feeling that all of the things 
she has written were only worth destroying. I 
have never met her, but her mother is a friend 
of mine, and she told me that the only way she 
found out about the child’s trick of versifying 
was by patching up pieces of paper which she 
found inher room. I'd like to be a part of the 
discovery of this kid, with you, because I 
really believe she’s ‘there’; that’s why I am 
bothering about it myself, and what is per- 
haps worse, bothering you to help me help this 
youngster find herself. Joun GOLDEN” 


Mr. Golden (Doris’s J. M. Barrie, in this 
case) is the well-known author of “ Poor But- 
terfly,”’ ‘Goodbye, Girls, I'm Through” and a 
dozen other fortune- making songs, and the 
producing- manager of “Turn to The Right,” 

‘Lightnin’ ”". “Three Wise Fools,” “Howdy 
Folks,” ““Dear Mel” and other ‘enormously 
successful plays. 

The important fact about this little girl, 
other than her youth, is the technical skill 
with which she weaves her rhymes. They may 
not be flawless, but in depth of thought, vari- 
ety of theme and cleverness of construction 
they measure up with the best work of our 
contemporary casual bardy 
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THE VIOLIN 


(Written Nov. 2, 1915, when Doris was 9 
years old, in appreciation of her Dad’s 
birthday gift of a violin.) 


TALE is told by bow and s‘rings, 
No mortal tongue can tell; 
But the violin, it only sings, 
When mortal plays it well. 


It rivals artist’s pen and brush, 
It tells of mouse and mole, 

Of woodland-birds, the owl and thrush, 
The jay and oriole. 


The nightingale twill imitate, 
Tis voice twofold as sweet 

As when this famous bird does mate, 
And hear its babes’ first “ tweet.” 


I’ve such an instrument myself, 
A gift from you, Dad dear, 

So I'll harness up my music-elf, 
To make my work sincere. 


I'll struggle on, with strings and bow, 
So that I may some day, 

The gift you did on me bestow, 
In harmony repay. 


BENIGHTED 


A CERTAIN Professor of Math, 
Who walked in the straight narrow 
path, 
Once said “Is it right 
That Saturday night 
Sh ould equal the Knight of the Bath?” 


THE WIND 


H, whistle wind, Oh, whistle, 
And sigh to your heart’s content, 
For I am safe in shelter— 
Oh, whistle till you’re spent! 


And tucked in bed all safely, 
“ wonder with all my might, 


i yuu are after so some on 3, 


lo worry him all the night. 


And if it’s I, I know it 
Ere one single nigt is o’er, 
For you'll find your way through open- 
ings 
In window and in door. 


You'll tease, torment and torture, 
E’en to my eyes bring tears, 
You’ll awake what I deemed childish 
My ghost and goblin fears. 


Have mercy, wind, have mercy, 
And pray, think twice, ere you 
With moaning and with sighing 
Do haunt me with your “Whoooocc0o—” 
(Continued on Next Page) 











[ STARTED with my comrades three 
Upon a jolly walk 

Kind was their attitude toward mi 
And carefree was their t ilk 

And love their jovous hearts had ized 
Chey were my 

*Till all at once I coughed and 
And lo! | s alone 


triends mv ov 


THe Ract 


QO! more spurt, my precious bla¢ 
Curve o e¢ more our sine edb h 

Let the wu 1} yg \\ e vour hatr 

Just beyond the straining mare 

Just head of the pony gray 

Pass the goal with triumphant neigh, 


Show vour worth of blood and 
One more spurt and you shall 
Show that you’re a thoroughbred 


Prove the coolness of your he id 
Just exert’your master-force 
Let them see how you can course 


STOW no ho ‘ in tly, 
Do t ) i tte pace 
The goal is passe ‘ ) the race 
~ 
f 
* ol 
4 ” 7 
ly Va 
; 
Vib / 
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i y ( RAWPORD 


QWEET. gentle iit ace that peers, 
From out a bed of clover 
Little wistful violet 
Early springtime rover 
Now 


my heart doth leap and vound, 


When some ¢ rly mor y 
First signs of the Spring I se 
Fields ind meads ior yy 


Messenger of balmy 


Violet. bobbing. bo y 
Flower dress d in purple clothes 
Mistress Spring ) ng 
\ Co 
y SAW the stately hills aris 
C lothed ina robe of ‘ l 
A iz ipped they were wit! SKIES 
heir crests keen-edged lil t 
And up at top their lofty p 


\ solitary ge st 
There where the uds g g by 
And where the to g ount 
~ cps 
A si gains e sh 
Chis k ttage r : 


OF A LOOK 
Mont! 





Working in a Circle 


By KATHERINE NEGLEY 

T seven, he swelled visibly when folks 
. said he looked at least ten. 
} 


4 


At seventeen, he pompadoured 
hair, gloried in his long trousers and said 
he was twenty. 

At twenty-seven, he grew a mustache 
so he would be taken for thirty 

\t thirty sevel 
and the gray hair over his 


he con bed | is } all 
the 


temple did not show 


bald spot 


knew he had to 


\t lorty-seven, he 


buy his kisses—but he had the money to 
pay, so why worry. 
\t fifty-seven, he said proudly that 


most people took him for fifty. 
he no longer mentioned 


but boasted of his early « xple 


\t sixty-seven 
his age, 
At se 
tell « very one with prick how old he was. 
he Was 


othe r ol { 


venty-seven, he n ide occasio o 


\t eighty seven, he claimed 


mnety nd tried to outdo the 


his past prowess. 


men he Knew in ti les of IS | Lj 


A Compromise 
man, but your ose 


like it 


“a XCUuSEe Int old 


—I never saw one The result of 


an accident ?’ 


between surgeons One 


it Greek, the 


other Ron 
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“Tk Woutp Make Cownpirio 


TBARS 


FINE, 


‘p> Qurr Att Exse ano SHep THE Brin 


Why Worry P 


By Watt Mason 


HE world is shot to pic ces, friends, and trouble 
stalks through every clime; confusion comes and 
never ends, and each new theory is a crime. Oh 
when I read the public prints, their tales of wrath 
and sin and guile, my face has apoplectic tints, and 

I throw fits for quite a while. Then I recall the pregnant truth 

that throwing fits won't stop the game; these may be times of 

wreck, forsooth, but really, I am not to blame 

You cannot charge it up to me, that all the world is out of 
whack, that all things are which shouldn't be, and sense is shot 
to Hull and back Chis being so, why should I wail, and m\ 
proud form in crape enfold? My clamorings would not avail, 
if I should knock the welkin cold. 

And so I take my shining car, and scorch the highways, to 
and fro, and loiter where the jesters are, and go to see the pit 
ture show. 

They say that things are getting worse in Germany and 
other lands, and Anarchy, that grisly curse, like some foul threat 
And sorrow follows every one, and want, from 


, 


of evil, stands. 
which no man may flee; and yet, when all is said and done, you 
cannot charge it up to me. I had no soaring War Lord dreams, 
I had no banners to be furled; I never harbored dippy dreams 
of being boss of all the world. I did not long for blood and fire 
is I sat in my chaste abode; I only asked to swat my lyre, 
earn my fifty cents an ode. 

I do not feel that I’m to blame if peoples their angoras lose, 


and 


RALPH 


BARTON 


and so I go to see the game between the Home Team and the 
Blues 
I hear the wails of many gents who stand before the syna 
our dollar’s worth but fifty cents, and things are going 
\ man must take a goodly roll, a bundle that 
‘ he would buy a pec k of coal, or e’en a lid 
He loads a pushcart with the scads, when he 


gZogues, 
to the dogs 
would choke a cow 
to shade his brow 

on shopping errand goes, to buy himself two liver pads, or pur- 


chase for the kids some clothes 

It is an evil state of things, it is a sin, a burning shame 
and yet I do not see by jings just how your un le is 
to blame 

\nd since I’m not to blame for this, and cannot change 


things as I'd like, excuse me while I search for bliss, and tool my 

auto up the pike. If tears would make conditions fine, and all 

our old time boons restore, I’d quit all else and shed the bring 

until | had to swim ashore 

Oh, there is trouble in the land, 
but this much you must understand 


and there is sorrow on th« 
sea ; you cannot charge 
it up to me. 

If I could have my own sweet way, each hour would bring a 
new delight, and there’d be gladness all the day, and mirth and 
music all the night 

It is not mine to build or wreck 
if something hits you in the neck, you'll understand I’m 


I do not boss this mundane 
gan 


not to blame. 
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\ Real Test Ho 1O 
who are his real friends 

Verv easily. hey are the ones who 
lend him monev.”’—Baltimore American 


Other Days—‘‘I want to get back to 


the good old fifty fifty d hys,”” remarked 


t reminisce I px rson 
“What do you mean by ‘filty-fft 
d . 
Che d hye here was vice fil 
( 3 rth ‘ Olla Wash 
/ \ 


At the Races Don lean on me 
de r or the will charge vou , h Luxur 


Tax for doing it Jugend (Municl { 















a dinner in New 
Montgomery Flagg, the 
to illustrate 


In Terms of Art— Aj 
York, 
clever artist, 


he influence of 


J imes 
told this story 


the artistic atmos- 
phere: 
“You can’t 


phe re 


escapn the artistic atmos- 
Even my cook car not esc ipe it. 
She came into the studio today, and said: 
will 
in their jockets er in the 


Truth Seeker 


About the potatoes for lunch, sir 


} 


you have them 


nood 
No Room for Doubt ‘Is that pic- 
ire a sunrise or a sunset?” 
Sunset, I knew the 


ever got up early enough in the morn- 





artist. He 


( Les ing to paint a sunrise.”—Washington 


f | ut of clothes Unsettled [Things are in a terribly 4 Vital Difference W hat? lwo 
lo ollars unsettled state, nowadays, aren’t they?” thousand marks for the frame? That is 
For ollars! For H s sake “They surely are, and that reminds dearer than the picture.”’ 

t here in you get a like that for ne. How bout that little bill you’ve “Yes, but the frame was made by a 

forty dollars been owing us for several months now? trade union workman and the picture 
I don KNOW oO | [ bough lt ight he ip tle you'd settle that Was painted by a mere artist.” Jug nd 

t eight ve ». "—D it Free Press Detroit I P (Munici 


These ire the things that vill 


( iny ( ist 
vou are ot ifraid to show them out good and plair 

And dan't torget that wi! le only a few of us may ecome 
soaring cagl one of us is obliged to be a mud-turtk 


s one gentleman who can help an awful lot in the 


HERI 


great 


task \t present writing we do not know who he 
is but the gentle reader will know by the time t! 
It will readily be guessed t 
Republi im col 
Unless there is some miraculous and apparently 
possible asininity in the choice, it seems inevitable that the 

the 


should be 


Is Treat he 5 


the gentle reader’s eyé hat the 


reference is to the nominee of the vention at 


Chic ago 


person who receives the Chicago nomination 
next President. 
From all those who as we print, are industriously running 


iround not dodging the nomination, it should be perfectly easy 


to choose me tor the agreeable task of pulling the p ) 
Wilsonisn the um-Ar erican Le igue ol Nations and the odorit 
erous remall t the long continued orgy of tax plundering 


is chosen should spend 
Marcl 


cleaning that has fallen to 


Whichever on 


between this and next 


good part of his time 
isking for strength to accomplish 
the biggest ob ot a President since 
this country started in business 

If the nomi 
will be especia 


will be 


ation shall have tallen to a business man ner 


ause for congratulation Even otherwise ther 


confidence in the business brains of the Republi i! 


party to redeem us from the Wilson combination of amateuris! 
and piracy. We 
in domestic 
though for the next few years financial ability would be more 
helpful in curing things than either diplomacy or statesman- 


ship 


ire sadly in need of real guidance and action 


matters and in our foreign affairs it looks as 























A Relief-——** You don’t know how much 
vou have cheered me,” said the fashion 
able physiciar 

“Why, doctor 
cheer you?” 


me Bec aust 


it SICK Man 


how cal l 


you af really sick and nee 


my professional skill to cure you. Most 
of my patients are rich people with im 
aginary ailments. I’m glad to get a 
chance now and then to practice some 


l 
thing besides cle ct pt mon = Bi minghan 


1 ge- Herald 


The Man Who 
picturesque but entirely 
a wealthy English 
stricken dangerously ill in 
gion of China, far from the help of any but 
native physicians. 


Walked— This is 
truthful story of 
traveler who was 


remote re 


The Chinese are an ancient race, and 
their physicians are profound students of 
their kind, whatever may be the differ- 
ences between their practice and that of 
European doctors. When the English 
man consulted the Chinese practitioner 
the latter listened carefully to the in 
valid’s exposition of his symptoms 


shortness of breath, loss of appetite, ver 


tigo, and all the rest Then he offered 
his prescriptior 

“Walk home,” he said 

“What!” exclaimed his patient. “* Wal! 
home to England?” 

eg 

“But I can hardly walk block! It 
exhausted me completely to get here 


Speaking of High Horses 
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- ee Maitre, | 

se - aE - AE 
We Know a \laAn Wuo Woutp Lik: 
Come Down oF or Th Leavenworth P 


from my hotel! And what about the 
sates 

*You must walk a stated distance o1 
deck,”’ said the Chinaman. “ Make your 


sea passages as short as possible.” 

The Englishman protested angrily, but 
the sum total of the Chinaman’s advic« 
was: “Walk home.” 

The Englishman had traveled widely 
and he was open to new ideas. The next 
day found him with a silken tent and 
retinue of Chinese servants tottering Into 
the outskirts of that remote Mongolian 
village. He was able to walk a bar 
quarter of a mile 

A year later he arrived in England 
completely restored to health. He had 
walked every inch of the way, including 
the prescribed deck 
during the short necessary sea passages 


The Log of the ( Club 


constitutional on 


rcumnavigators 


The Embonpoint Cordial 





\\ ‘ } FI VHAT HAS RBRFEFCONMME 





oF wv DRINK? "—Die Notenkraker (4msterdam). 





Oh, Dear, No! 


‘*What brought vou 
here, my poor man?”’ inquired the prison 


Visitor. 
“Well 


guess my trouble started from attending 


lady,”’ replied the prisoner, **] 


too many weddin’s.’’ 


**Ah! You learned to drink there, or 
steal, perhaps?”’ 

‘**No, lady: I was always the bride 
groom.’’—Lendo» Telegraph 


His Order— Trade was bad with the 


timber merchant, and he was sitting in 
his office musing gloomily over the out 
look, when there 


man with a quiet, thoughtful face 


entered a well-dressed 
“Do you sell beechwood?” he asked 
bluntly 
‘I do, sir,” replied the merchant, rising 
and hoping 
“We can sup 


with alacrity from his seat 
devoutly for a large order 
ply it on the shortest notice, either in the 
log or the plank r 

He began to rummage through the 
papers on his desk for a price-list; but th 
quiet man stopped him. 

‘Oh, I don’t want as much as that 
he said ‘I only need a bit to make a 
tiddle bridge London Tit-Bits 


Wiring a Secret—“Why did you 
strike the tele graph operator? ” asked the 
patrol othcer of the gob who was sum 
moned for assault 

“Well, sir, 


send to my gal an’ he 


I gives him a telegram to 
starts readin’ it 
So, of course I ups and give s him one 
The Arklight 

Intruders—“Why don’t you take 
children in this apartment house?” 

“Their crying,” replied the janitor 
“is liable to interfere with the phono 


graphs and player-pianos.’’—Detroit Free 


Press 
Treble Woe—7Jhe Preacher—What 
times! People walk out of the church 


in the day and break into it at night 


Simplicissimus (Munich). 

Contemplating a Raise—* You say 
your landlord is not hard-boiled?” 

“Not yet,” replied the tenant, “but | 
frequently see him doing a little figuring 
on the back of an envelope and I fear that 
by the time my lease expires he’ll be in 
the seme class with a twenty-minute 


egg.”’—Birmingham Age- Herald 











Explicit—* Can you send a man out?” 


was the telephone message received at 
the garage. “My car is on the main 
pike, four miles from town.” 

“Ves, I can send a man, but 
simplify things if you can tell me exactly 
what is the matter with the car.”’ 

“TI can easily do that. The thingum 
bob thus fouling the 
what’s-its-name.”’—Louis ville Courier 


it will 
has jammed 
Journal 


your husband die a nat 


asked the Low-Necked 


Oh!—* Did 
ural death?” 
Widow. 

“ra replied the High-Browed Widow 

‘He was motocuted.” 

“He was what?” demanded the Low 
Necked Widow. 

“He was motocuted,” replied the High 
Browed Widow. “He was killed by a 


motor car.”’—Cincinnali Enquirer. 


Confusing— You don’t believe clothes 
make the man, do you?” 

“No,” replied the flustered citizen, 

I don’t. But since this overall craze 
started it’s hard to tell a mere dilettante 
from an honest working man who’s in 

S1o or $12 a 
Birmingham Ag 


a position to demand 
day for his services.” 


Herald. 


Some Car—‘‘How do you like your 
asked the Lizzie Driver. 
“Great,” replied the Big Six Driver 
“It runs so smoothly you can’t feel it 
Not a bit of noise, you can’t hear it. Per 
fect ignition, you can’t smell a thing. 
why it whizzes! You can’t 


new car?” 


(nd speed 

see it.” 
“Must be 

Lizzie Driver. 


some car,”’ ventured the 
“Can't feel it, can’t smell 
see it! How do 
Cincinnati En 


it, can’t hear it, can’t 
you know it is there?” 


guirer. 


Envy “TI was arrested for speeding 
this morning,” said Smith. 

“How fast were you going?” asked 
Jones. 


‘Forty miles an hour, the officer said,”’ 
replied Smith. 

“Gosh!” exclaimed Jones. 
some officer would arrest me for speeding. 
If I could get a statement in the papers 
that this old can of mine was going forty 
miles an hour, I might be able to sell it.”’ 
—Cincinnati Enquirer. 


“I wish 





The Social Picket Point 











ar oe 
om 


Ur Pr 


finvers? 
Vr Prop Teare *Sorl right, Liz! I cleaned 1 


The Number road 
side, groaning and writhing 


\ policeman came up and asked him 


He lay by the 
with pain 


what was the matter 

“T ate one—I ate one,”” moaned the 
sufferer 

rhe policeman was puzzled at first, but 
quickly grasped the situation 

“Poison!” he muttered. 
have antidotes. Therefore, it 
sar¥ to discover which poison the sufferer 
had taken in order to administer the right 
antidoie. 

“Well, what did you eat?” gently in 
quired the constable. 

‘You blithering retorted the 
sufferer. “I didn’t eat apything!” 

“Then why did you say ‘I ate one’?”’ 

“Because I-81 is the number of the 
motor that knocked me down, you idiot!” 
velled the victim.—Toronto Mail. 


All poisons 
was neces 


ass, 


In Soviet Russia 






































.< 
Commissary—I must have a million 
Vintster of Finance—Impossible. 
Commissary—Why not? 

Vinister of Finane rhe printing-pres 
has broken down.—Strix (Stockholm) 
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Just Like Mushrooms—‘ Colonel, 
you are considered a connoisseur of good 
liquor.” 

“So some say.” 

“How does one become a connois- 
seur?” 

“It is very simple. If the liquor 
doesn’t kill you, it’s good.”’—Lounisville 


Courier-J ournal. 


But Gets There—The smug reformer 
was dilating upor the advantages of pro- 
hibition. 

“People can no longer say they are 
driver to drink,” he exclaimed. 

“No, they row have to go by boat,” 
growled the man with the impressionistic 
nose.—T own Topics. 
The Pinch—‘ Don’t suppose,” 
said a member of the police force, “that 
a bobby knows a rogue when he sees 
him?” 

“No doubt,” was the reply, “but the 
trouble is that he does not seize a rogue 


you 


when he knows him!”—London Tele 
graph. 
Oh!—‘*‘ What did you discuss at the 


Literary Club last night?” asked Smith. 

“Oh, we discussed Shakespeare and 
prohibition, Browning and prohibition 
and Emerson and prohibition,” replied 


Jones.—Cincinnati Enquirer. 














The Lock Had a Catch 














She Took Them ‘I dor kno 


whether I like these pictures or not,” said 


Hats in the Ring \re you in favo 
vomen taking a ve part in politics 


“T’m not sure.’ replied Mr. Meekton 
If Henrietta takes to throw ng her hat 


the young woman They seem rather 
indistinct.’ 

But you mus! remember, n idan 
ie wills photographer “tnat vour 


4 . ring to cost some 
4 


ice Is not t all Pp 





Always on the Job Senator Spug 
rator SI ‘ . 


\ Ca ke & motor 


, without the most npassioned 3 eR Tee no Bo gow! Do vou lik earing evening 
y B 7 , ; ii ] i 
She—I feel thing x 
Ihe Tie That Binds lis candi Love's Labor Lost —| he lan amus coming to me 
p g h the plan g little ta rt Philadelphian who He—I have no doubt of yu 
hile Washington rece bore vould e going , am 


Ho ) | orked over h tor Nall an nour Shrewd Advice P He tol 1 me that he 

He rT ’ L 1 is can 1 the proselytizer | nati vith lo ed me.” 

r I he i! lh \ Has he teld 

H maybe I was right; I seemed to him to “No.” 
it a prett i i f in Phe g him to do so.’’—Boston 

Helpful \ | man, the Sena ‘Flushed with triumph, I said to hi Tra b 


e any troub His answer dashed hope to the ground Keeping Up Appearances —“ Is the 
Wrote it ou l prove t all: ffort was love's rivalry between Mrs. Gadspur and Mrs. 
\ Even a 1 himself the nec labor lost Jibway as to which can have the finer car 
ys.” —I Couri Ottawa lis repl hilad still going on?” 
/ Led “No, it was sudd nterrupted.” 
“What happen 


“Bankruptcy proceedings. It look 


Airing Their Temperaments 


ot 








‘i il a Vou 


Nothing Doing—* The overall club is 
a fine idea for men, but I’m afraid 





| 
| 
| 
} won't work out.’ 
: “Why not?” 

t Weil, we’re going to Nave trouble 
ve trv to get the women to follow 


| appear in 





rain is 
Prect Pa nee \I man vi do 

you say “your train” when you know 

} | 


wiongs to the rauway ce mpal “#4 





Porter —Dunno, miss; why do vou sa 


n man when you know I belong to 


my old woman?—London Tit-Bit 


The Modern Craze You're surel 


not going to the Museum u that out 





rageous dress 2” 


“Why not? I’ve got con petition trot 
Venus de Milo and the other Greek 
> , fr Sou Che atm sphere | im pl wonder! } ° = ( 
— . - - stetnes 1 oht rainst 1 ‘ 
7 Other G , n painting herself Re lear. | “™ . tr ene atue 0 ngn igain irds . 


l Va Caretas (Buenos A 





The Keeperil in the White House 





















4 And he kept us out of peacé’ 
* ANe? | Me kept us out of Mexico 


KY SL And mixed us 1p in Greece. : e 


rE 


The Mysterious Fascination 

I don't approve of some of these popu 
lar songs,”’ remarked the severe person 

“You don’t have to pay any atten 
tion to those vou disapprove “as 

“Oh, yes I do. here’s the worst of 
' the 





Here <1 


SS, (Great) 
| Son He kept us out of sugar ptr) roi. | 
yw ae 


very ones that keep 





it. They are 
running through my _ head.’’—IVashi 


; 









mt Star LUMPS 





His Modest Request -[he great 





pianist at a drawing-room function was 

clearly annoyed. “I do not ask.” he 

said, “that you moderate your conversa- ; 

tion to the point where you can hear me M, A. } 
play Phat perhaps would be too : = —— 





nuch. But in order to do myself justice — Saye uP ‘ iS 1S owe THING 

I must re — st that you allow me hs hear : Bese He kept us out of everything pee whe ont Meer 
And you bet that we'll 

remember, 


mvself 
He resumed his pPlaViIng 


silence Boston Transcript 
More Easily Learned —* Would 


rather write the songs of a nati yn than the Ges Ourselves bout. next 


laws? 





“I’m _ not ibsolutely sure,” replied 
Senator Sorghum. “But I cannot fail g ———— A [Red 
sm ey 
Le ¥ 


to observe that most people know 1 














songs by heart and do not trouble to in oO K Hartford C 
. f XN b I ’ rd ura? 
orm themselves about the laws 
No Duplicates—Myles—Any duoli 
cate things at your daughter’s wedding? 
Style I think not We have looked 


very carefully over the shoes thrown and 


b)} ash mgion Sta 


The Strenuous Life 





found no two of them mates Yonkers 





Stalesman 





In Difficulty—* Ethelbert, I have no 
use for that young Blithers; he yawned A 
three times W hile I was té ulking to him - looked bac k - said 


Fresh Version—‘ When Lot’s wif 
the Sunday school 
“He wasn’t yawning, my dear; he was _ teacher, “what happened to her?” 
merely trving to*say somet hing.” —7v “She was transmuted irto chloride of 
lopu sodium.”’ answered the boy with the 


bt 


goggles.— Boston Transcri{ 

Not Much Difference— “I under 
stand you said I didn’t have enough Discouraged—Eph Wiley says every 
r of rain,” time he gets ready to concede the intel 


sense to come in outota showe 
ligence of the people somet hing happens 


said Dubson 
“TI did not.” replied Gadspu to remind tim that a great manv of 


“What did vou sav. the: them believe 
=a merel¥ remarked to a friend of ours Ledge 
that if there'was a tax on brains the 


madstones Publi 


governmeat would owe you money.” Genius—Church—He’s an inventor. 


Birminelntm A ge- Herald Gotham—Oh! Indeed! 
“Ves; and I'll say he’s right up to 











Company—*It would be tough to be late 
The M.D.—How much exercise do you t fool but for one thing.”’ ‘How’s that?” 
1 the course of a aa , 
f f ft ic ft $2 66 he’s wor ig now on < new kinc 
ain hut Based Be ee ae ee What i hai ; | Why, he orking won a 1 
lf a dozen fox-trot ne a do Chere are plenty of other fools to go % seaplane for flying fish.”—VYonkers 
one-st London Ma around with.’’—Detroit Free Press. Statesman. 











Bacdad Branilez 


Il DGE pavs $1 each for cepted BAD BREAKS clipped from newspapers, magazines or oks Original clippin ith source indi-«- 
must be furnished to show the bona fide nature of the BAD BREAK Vo rejected BaD BREAK will be returned unless postage 1s 
] No materi vready published as BAD BREAKS will be considered, and no BAD BREAKS in advertisements are desired. The 
nnot enter int rrespondence with contributors to this department Vany duplications are received, and the postmark deter- 
; priority ¢ onsideration 1 prize eS 7% be paid r the best Bad Break received each week 
Tricotine and Nicotine Phe bride 4 Classmate to Wraiths-——“ There is September Mourn—" He alleges that 
ore a going-away suit of blue Tricotine only one BODY in this year’s graduating defendant began to frequent dances with 
braided in black and a silver brocade hat class at the Paulsboro High School to 11 other men soon after their marriage; that 
trimmed with black CIGARETTES.” girls.” —Philadel phia Record Vrs. J.R she left him for TWO MONTHS IN SEPTEM 
Utica Herald-Dis patch. Wiss M te) Vick BER of last year.”’— Chehalis (Wash.) Bee- 
te Steber Vugeet. (Vera Reynolds 
Sick in His Muriatic Morrell 
His Pores All Open—‘Sir Julian Chase, of Hanover Street, is confined to Quite a Performance ‘Arthur 
POURED HIMSELF OUT and drank a glass of his home, ill with AMMONIA.” — Meriden Marko was best man. The ceremony was 
brand, Story by I. Phillips Oppen Conn.) Journal Baldwin Borst performed by the intimate friends.”’— 
hein is St. Louis Post-Dis patel Ralph Vilwaukee Journal ide VW atter.) 
Baker Ouija Board the Boat—* Admiral 
Brittain Long Il, Savs Navy Officer Who Landed Like the Pilgrim Fathers 
History as Writ in Utica Mi Shot Himself to Death.” —Caption, Col Detective Frank W. Miller of Manhat 
Amanda Ward Northrup, one of the fev ” S.C.) Record R.W.R Ir tan is in the Mount Vernon Hospital as 
remaining women whose father the result of a fall from a train 


fought in the Revolutionary War 


died in Saratoga Springs today at 
the age of EIGHT HUNDRED AND 
NINETY-EIGHT YEARS.””—l ¢: 

dD Pre Vis WV 

cy 


That's Why We Stand for So 


Much Bunk-—‘“From 1870 to 
ro19g the MUL} population of the 
n ted states 1m reased 337 per 
cent.’ Toba K rl Nesslinger 
A Him of Hate Phen the 


guests crowd about the piano, gi 
ing with HATED breath and shud 
dering as they look upon the musik 


rack and observe that the song 
that Armande came so near sing 
ing is ‘Sweet Marie Philadel 
phia North Am Edward 
Knowl 

A Twelve-Hour Shift—* Ivey 
Robinson was instantly killed 
on Main Street THIS MORNING dur- 
g the storm here LAST NIGHT.” 
Greenville (S. ¢ D Vews. 
l’. S. Davidson 

An Eyeful—* Miss Wilder is 


four feet, two inches tall, weighs 


bout 110 pounds and according 
to the description furnished the 
police has one blue and brown 
eve and one blue and_ gray 
mh *: New VY or J uri j The 
R. Smiti 


Hew Printers Dress in Oregon! 


on the Harlem Railroad last night. 








“This cheerful young miss is an efficient litho- 
graph pressman Portland, Oregor With her 
flat heeled hoe » Over alls and rolled ip i leeve 

ll read a hard day’s work.” 
Da ’ 0.), Ne Don D 


22 





He rolled down a twenty-foot em- 
rocks and 
unconscious 
-Vew 
Sidney 


bankment made 
stones and LANDED 
ALL NIGHT from the shock.” 
York Evenine World 


Py Dbper 


up ol 


Little Sums—‘ Both of the 
children, in addition to being indi- 
very smaill, 

under school 


Evening Sun. 


one of 
oot 

age. 
Role rt 


viduals, are 
them being 
Baltimore 


Whitaker.) 


ng 


Are 
was 


Those Fiery Patterns 
Responsible—* The block 
caused by a SHIRT near the Halsey 
Street station setting fire to the 
Vew York News. (Dorothy 





res.” 
Sherma: 


The Seat of Her Intelli- 
gence—“‘‘ Judge, he shoved a gun 
against my STOMACH and threat- 


blow my BRAINS out,’ said 
Elenora Townsend, colored, in tes- 
tifying against William Hender- 
Ogden (Utah) Standard- 
R. F. Cottle.) 


ened to 


son ” 


Examiner 


The Longevity of a Song Bird 
—‘* Hortense Schneider, the origi 
nal Helene of Offenbach’s opera 
‘La Belle Helene,’ died yesterday 
AGED EIGHT HUNDRED AND EIGHTY- 
rwo YEARS.”— Hillsdale (Mich.) 
Daily News. (Mrs. F. M. Gier.) 
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Fee-Fi-Fo-Fum, Old Java and Masks 


By 


BENJAMIN 


The Bloody Battle of the Book 
HERE wasa battle in the late 


been described It was a battle that makes all the 
other battles in all wars look like a Boy Scouts’ 
It was (is) a 
turned batty 


war that has never 


assault on a mud-pie in a nursery. 

battle that has killed, maimed and 

more men than we can ever know, for when they entered this 

battle they were anonymous, and those that have so far reached 
the field hospitals have forgotten their names 

I refer to the Battle between the War Books and the Book 

[hese books began forming in 1014 in the brain 

They declared war 


Re V iew ers 
cells of millions of enemies of life and sle« p 
over night without a word of warning on a host of book-reviewers 
who were dozing on the flowery-pillowed couches of Good 
Literature. 

The books came on in Macedonian phalanx, Turkish horde 
stvle, American Indian file, aerial enfilades and battalion tail 
spins No sooner had a hun 


dred thousand of these books been shot to pieces by a hundred 


rhe living grew out of the dead. 


thousand reviewers, bleeding from every corncob and type 
writer, than the very same books sprang up again with nev 
to their tith 


uniforms, new jackets and new banners nailed to 


pages. Reviewer after rev iewer went down in this Marne of 
ink, this Verdun of white paper, this Armageddon of words 

By November 11, 1918, when the armistice was signed, the 
wounded reviewers were standing a hundred thousand strong 
at the bars trying to recuperate from ink-shock. No armiStice 
for them! The third, fourth, fifth, sixth, one hundred and thir- 
teenth battles of the Marne were on. Not to speak of the car 
bon copies of the famous Russian battle, Xupfshjmnvwioamp 
The reviewers were ordered by their editors to retreat to the 
sporting department or entrench themselves in the editorial 
columns. No use. The books, grown to Brobdingnagian pro 
portions, pursued by night and day howling for literary war 
crosses 

They invaded the homes of the reviewers. They got into 
the dumbwaiters, the beds, the smoking jackets, the iceboxes 
and children’s tool-boxes. They fought for public notice from 
waste-baskets, closets and ash-cans. 

All the second-hand book dealers of the world came to the 
assistance of the reviewers and tried to demolish the army. It 
was as a toothpick trying to undermine the Pyramids. As fast 
as the books were carted away dead, twelve thousand more ar 
rived from the publishing houses in moving vans, tanks, super 


De CASSERES 


Capronis and titanic envelopes. The Parcel Post Corps went 
into action. They lie all strewn in heaps in their uniforms at the 
General Post Offices of the world. 

Before my own door there lie at this moment three thousand 
and sixty war books still unreviewed. I am ‘phoning this in to 
JupGE because I can’t get out of my apartment 

Help! Help! Help! 

Here is another just 
“The Turn of the Tide,” 
It describes the American opera 


hurled down the fire-escape at me 
by Jennings C. Wise (Henry Holt & 
Company). 

(Here our reviewer was cut off by the operator. 
not been able to get him since, although we ‘phoned the n 
hutch at Bellevue Hospital Editor, Judge.) 


W e ha ec 


Il- 


Old Java and Young Hyson 


HY do sea stories always start down in the South Seas 
where there are reefs, typhoons, samarangs and _tar- 
antulas; where everybody wears duck trousers and palm beach 
suits; where there are Malays, lascars and Chinese junk? 

What’s the matter with the sea off Montauk Point? What’s 
the matter with a good American sea? What have these sea 
story -tellers got against the Florida reefs, Gulf sharks and (¢ ape 
Hatteras? Why doesn’t anybody ever begin a rattling sea 
story in Battery Park, where One-Fin Dan slaps Sam the Salt 
on the back? 

Isn’t Long Island a bully place to be wrecked? Why must 
all these people in sea stories be wrecked on “inhospitable 
‘coasts” under a ready-made palm tree, in back of which sits a 
boa-constrictor and in whose branches there sits a monkey with 
a cocoanut in its paw? 

This story of the sea (“Gold Out of Celebes,” Little, Brown 
& Company) starts in Batavia, where Jack Barry, a stranded 
seaman, meets Tom Little, who is selling typewriters to the in 
mates of Java. Right off the Aquarium of Batavia lies Celebes, 
a mysterious island, which might be called the Bedloe’s Island 
of Batavia, only there is no Liberty Statue. If there was, the 
grand old lady got shore leave some years before the story 
started and got so completely jugged on Dutch Burgundy 
that she never came back. 

Now, there is a girl on this mysterious island. Ha! Ha! 
gentle reader, you probably know that! Wise doggie that you 
For what is a mysterious island in the South Seas without 
See the * movie 


are! 
in the clutches of a missionary? 
( ontinue d on page >>) 


a girl on it 
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Drawn by Hemman Parmer 


Pictures While You Wait 


B 
HE gentle art of making pictures is about as simpk 
is playing Wagnerian opera on a calliope, or 
making a ten-inch tov-line out of cobwebs. You 
mere ly combine few thousand delicate processes 


intended to convey the myriad subtle shadings of 


unvoiceable human emotion that go to make up drama into a 
si! gle whole that can be magi ified to the wth power on a great 
sheet, and call it a film Then that many-eyed monster 
the Audience, with an unlimited number of heads 


nd an exceedingly limited number of brains, watches faces as 


white 


] 
Known as 


size of tea-cups and goes home 


tears the 
wrottel! 


as horses and 


big 
telling everybody what a 


t was 


picture 
making a “ Program 


looking into the mechanical processes 


Suppose we follow up the process ol 
Pic 
mere ly and leaving entirely aside the 
trategic difficulties, that are apt to prove even greater 

We are going to film that popular novel of the seaso1 he 
Springs of Youth,” by Wotta de Light. We have paid ten 
thousand iron dollars for the motion-picture rights, and Wotta 


ture’ for a moment 


various diplomatic and 


thinks she has been robbed Moreover she’s watchfully 
waiting for the moment to yell “Murder!” if we depart 
from her story as told in the book 


Incidentally, our other watchful waiters include the director 


at a thousand dollars or so a week. star at no less, actors and 
actresses and camera men and technical directors and scenario 
writers and stenographers and all the rest, so that our studio 
expense is running merrily along at the rate of a hundred dol- 
We'll be conservative 
we're out to make 
better pictures, and we don’t still 
when we give our story to the scenario writer, and tell him to 
take as much time as he needs to give us an artistic script, we 
can't help remembering that, as it happens, we'll be marking 
time until he finishes that continuity. 
Our first real problem is in the reconstruction of the book. 
Wotta, glaring at us 
change it, is blissfully ignorant of the limitations that we work 
from that book he 
Occasionally we come to 


lars or so for eve ry hour of daylight. 
call it a thousand dollars a day. Of course 


want to seem commercial 


at a thousand a day 


from the side lines to see that we don’t 


under. Practically ever ene that we use Ma 
be retold terms of aétion 
where used to some advantage, but not 
much. Wotta uses, as do nearly all authors, lots of psychology. 
Her | Smella Rose, is forever thinking this, or feeling 
that, or remembering the other All out. 

Charles,” said Smella tenderly, “I will remembuh.” 

lenderly”’ Does the lady merely 
smile at Charles, or kick his foot gently, or both? Please make 


it perfectly clear Mr. Scenario-Man. 


entirel nm 


| } 


screen titles can be 


rome 


-how about tenderly? 


your 


“4 ript, 


I 


24 


NSO 


lo be sure, the director might be equal to the occasion, even 
| 

left ‘‘tenderly”’ in; he might direct: 

Now, Miss Farina, when you look at Mr. Slinkin, imagine 


he’s your hostess at a swell dinner-party, and you’ve just taken 


spoonful of hot mush that’s burning your mouth while you're 
trying to make a good impression.” It would make a beautiful 
love scene 
\ chill ran down Smella’s spine 
Out. Nary chill. Might possibly screen a shiver 
couldn’t photograph a chill. 
stand for it 
Make this experiment: take a single telling paragraph of 
any book you know, and see how much of it, word by word, you 
could tell somebody else exactly how to photograph, without 
taking too many scenes and without incurring too great an 


but you 


Spine either—censors wouldn’t 


xpense. 
More trouble Smella 
Can’t be done 


Expense! meets the Count in a 
great Bohemian castle costs too much. The 
Bohemian part would be easy enough, but the castle set would 
run to ten thousand dollars more than we can afford. Have to 
think up a substitute for the castle 

Same way with that wonderful toboggan stuff, where Smella 
and the Count get pitched into a snowdrift. We're making 
this picture in Southern California, in summer, with the nearest 
snow two thousand miles north, or three miles up. The snow 
scene is out. But we might substitute a rodeo—we’ve got some 
good cow-boys. 

And all the while Wotta is sticking around, ready to sneer 
at the movies, and sue us besides, if we change her story. 

But that’s only the beginning of our trouble. We'll say the 
scenario writer has accomplished the impossible (impossible 
because after all Wotta is a real artist, and our paid scenario- 
man, for all his good salary, is at best hardly more than a 
skilled artisan) and written as good a story as the original. 
Now, to photograph it. 

Our technical director gets busy designing the sets for our 
“interiors.” They must not be too expensive They must 
help in telling the story. They must be at once true to life, 
and artistic. Above all, they must photograph well 

The photographic value of every color used must be right. 
If the wallpaper is too dark, if there is too much red in the 
carpet, if there is too much yellow in the curtains, our effect 
will be lost, in whole or in part. 

If the average stage setting were to be photographed, it 
would appear on the screen mere ly asa conglomerate aggre- 
gation of muddy worthlessnesses. 

(Continued on 30) 
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Ne 


By Perriron 
SN’T it about time that playsmiths and producers r 
vised all drama material in which there are drinking 


scenes or drunkenness, to conform with the literalism of 

the the Eighteenth 

Amendment? If up-to-date American audiences are to 
be the reality of life as reflected on the stage 
is it not obvious that booze must be banished from the boards? 
The verities vitally are 
shown the 
prev iously boasted a well-stocked cellar and the butler pours 
wine for the guests. But lonzer calmly accept 
the gulping of a casual cocktail or look with serenity on the 
Will there not be 


n the mere mention of intoxicants in 


and stomach bitters of the 


age 
convinced of 


may not be transgressed where we 


dining-room of a present-day Croesus who has 


can we any 


maudlin antics of a beer-soused comedian? 


something of an affront 1 


future plays and musical comedies? 


It is all very well to excuse the or mention ot 


alcoholic beverages in the new drama on the pretence that th 
Phat will not 


appearance 
stage, all said and done, is only make-believe 
down with spirited auditors, even if the cold oolong on the 
is whiskey, is downed by the actors 
crowded theatre would 


masquerading 
Fire engines racketting in front of a 
have less effect in halting the progress of a play than the inci 
a mere rye highball 


stage 


dental passing from hand to mouth of 
There is something viciously gratuitous in such bits of stag 
“business’’; it is akin in its irritating effect to the old-time 
“aside” wherein the actor explained at length what he was 
about to say or do. And yet it is inconceivable that all forms 
of theatric entertainment 
any reference to drinking 
the dilemma. And there is 
Since we are forbidden to look upon wine when it is red 


can on forevermore without 


There must 


or 
go 


be some way out ol 


white or blue, or quaff the beer that knew no decimal points, 
it is entirely logical that the hundreds of substitutes with 
which we are familiar in our everyday life shall find their way 
Why should your villain prate of shiskey 
brands 


into histrionic art 
to steady his murderous hand when there are at least si 
of perfectly good ginger-ale on the market? Why pretend to 
drink the bride’s health in champagne or sparkling burgundy 
when there are effervescing table waters on sale within a block 
of the stage door? Would it 
if the sweet young thing who must get jagge 
act ] 


not be infinitely more amusing 


1 to carry along 
zled her feet and her speech after 


the second 


properly tar 


ank Drama 


MIAXWELI 

t generous draught of With the insidious punch ta 
booed, the confusing toddy in limbo, the strong grog of th 
sailor and the honeyed liqueur of the diner-out gone the way ot 


cocoa 7 


all there still remain the juice of the lemon as an 
inspiration to dark deeds and malted milk for heavy carous 
Let the merry villagers troop on, as heretofor 


tfleshpots, 


Ing scenes 


clinking their pupier-maché glasses and caroling a bibulous 
roundelay. Is the realism of the thing lessened one sot 
or tipple if the selfsame m. v.’s change their familiar 
tune from “Bring wine! Bring wine!” to “Serve cider 
Pour tea!’’? 

Of course the classics will have to go overboard, their 


beauty and power drowne1 in the sea of oblivion. Falstaff 
guzzling orangeade, or Rip Van Winkie amiably wobbling 
under a load of strawberry ice-cream soda seem, somehow, to 
It n be that Sidney 


can alcoholi: 


dramatic expectations 
in “A Tale 
befuddlement on a cup of Croton, but never in 
years could we accept the ever-delightful drink-mixing scene 
in “Fair and Warmer” if the characters chattered of coffee and 
proceeded to concoct a pousse café out of rain water, prune 


fall short of ay 
simulate 


a thousand 


Carton of Two Cities” 


and orange pekoe 
This whole vexed problem of meeting the conditions of 
Prohibition in the newer drama can be solved by reference to 
any white-coated soda clerk. The dazzling variety of thirst 
quenchers—the long and luscious list of soft drinks in every 
drugstore—should soothe the soul of the playwright, making 
his royalty snatching easier, his brain less mossy. If it 
necessary to create a drunkard in his play let the poor fool be 
sodden with nut-sundaes; must the brave girl in the snow 
buried hut in the Klondike succor the man she loves as he 
tumbles in at the door, beaten breathless by the raging bliz- 
zard? Let her do her succoring with licorice water; the first 
syllable is full of warmth. Is there a jolly scene at the club? 
“Here's how!” all aroundin convivial sarsaparilla. No audience 
can take exception to what is true to life, and we all know that 
the inebriate that cheers is no longer in his cups, that if any 
degree of drunkenness is to be depicted on the stage it must 
not negative the facts of If booze is to be 
represented in the theatre and its interpreters are to convince 
us of their authenticity. let their condition be plainly and un 


juice 


is 


real existence. 


compromisingly watertight 
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rrepressible, Joyous, 
A Wish 
I would I a boot-lace 
Close to my lady’s a 
Where I might taunt 
Might tickle, yet not rar 
That I might for my daily 
Be 
\t morning when she garb 
\t night when she 


were 


vel 


sure Of two caresses 
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Objection Overruled 
| kissed a pretty wido 
She ose from the sol frow ning “Never 
never do that again,” s she “I believe in 
piritualism, and believe my husband is living 
ist as he lived on earth 1 it is sinful fo 
ou to thus embrace mv husband's wife!’ 
De ou mean to say.” I ed, “th his 
i everv ot he s~D < sthevd 
She od led 
lf that’s the ‘ xk Holmes.” said | 
no doubt is not iring anv more than he 7 : ” 
He—N 
ised to; and he is even no happy with another 
dD ) 
M ) I Tr KE Vale Ri Sure Thing 
4 D i What is it wher e 
Enthusiasm it the same time 
I ght I held a litth G Polygam\ 
Ad for the Endowment Fund Committee SO 1 SO ne Willi And whet re only 1 ce? 
“rood I ist-oft clot! v i igi Lt ) io ty \lonoton' ( Hid 
ce le > I m 
i iM Good! Have u anvthing No other hand unto ) Bliss Inna Stutz Bearcat 
| Could grea solace bring H Mmmmmmmmmmr 
Than what I he la igh ‘ She-—Mmmmmmmmmmn 
Modern Reform Four eS ! Ing Both—Gosh. the spec dometer’s isted.— 
t I] ” / p ( ( embia af sler. 
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7 | RICK Kim? j 
; I worrie d the barber I 
Ha my happ ‘ 4 
rhe Plains So many people sha 
| barely scrape alor 
noche lo dodge tk t f 
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Ha , Quizzes 
By Gror W. F. CHAPMAN, P 
It I HATE Quizz 
WW They bother 
Have é Yesterday I studied 
N \ ' \ll afternoo 
. wa quiz 
m this Mort 
lransferred d 
pot, it 
They say 
H 1u f Time will tell 
I er t t But I don’t need to wait 
He t | . ° { If that had beer 
But w k t ‘ (An entrance ex 
To Heaver 
H i} ely I'd be |} hit 
bor er is an aw i Now 
Her be staye 1 upo ») \\ Val I hate q 
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Answers to Probloid No. 12 


By Gevetr Burcess 


TT} ; . j cateoweectecd seen j 
The mos usetu and wnieréesTineg Juee rad 


VERAL contestants held that the making of Probloid 


it isnt 


may be interesting—but 
L, " us, therefore, withou 
directly to the 


under this head. It 
‘er, as | am well paid for it. 


ur hats or mustaches, proceec 


FIRST PRIZE 
Prohteer Funera 
A.G 


Leade r il d 


Gyr ind Rat as. 


KALMBACH, 
All Ol posed, please sa \ “* A 

Che only one I hear is Irving Davis of 
ember the proud and deserving winner of the 
bloid No. 4’—the man who hates fints 


no wonder he wants this | 


Brooklyn, N 
u nootches and 


should be done, ofr, 


n Osculation as ut 
- p author for all the irg DUDLICaLLON But then Mr. 
ilmbach beats him again with his second entry: ‘* Professiona 
utre applauder to app: laud for one-arn ed perso ‘a 
The dollar-winners will now please step forward. 
**Troning wrinkles out of tripe.” L.L Palmer, W; \la 
( / / v1 nd roy ba RIN , 
P. Pitzer, Jer City, N. J 
‘Picking h , rim a r factor Ho 1 
gt St. Louis, Mi 
“Closine bedr udoews from the d 
Dorothy Hugo, New Haven, Cont 
/ ici “a ni ‘la r indern "ati j iit hia 7 Poa 
‘dead’ che f im.” Of course vou recognize the author 
Her ry Fisher of New Yor \nd whet lie, he w bably 
Probloid Edit 
His Chance 
P. Mo 
What do you think of "Squire Ramsbotton e, Lemuc d 
izen of Petunia 
He'll come just abo is nigh being reelected to Nis office oughnn 
hout a hole and with no dough comes to being a square n b'gort 
1 another citizet 
But he done his duty, didn’t he 
Yes, dod-blast him, be did! And tha vhat I’m kicking abou He 
| publicly destroved six bottles of beer found hoot legge he 
2¢ well have ci pped ‘em out » his frie 


rize himself for ** /nstructor, 


Vici 
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never go back 
to lard or but- 


-or olive oil for 
dressings 
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A book worth while writ- 
ing for The new Corn 
Products Cook Book con- 
tains 64 pages of practical 











and tested recipes hy lead 
ing cook Write us tor it 
today. Corn Products Re- 
fining Company P oO 
Box 161. New York City 
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“One objection to living in a small town 
said the hy px reritical guest is tha » SeCTE 
is ever safe there 

‘Well, I'd know,” judicially replied the lane 


ord of the Petunia iverTi It sorter ‘pears to 


e that er a secre , ‘Id | 
\nn | ers to M Judge Slooth, and 
el Sister I hen o1 « Wid 
s 5 » Mrs. Tubman 
Bup gets around to Sister Stang. and 
overheard by the hired git i bv her vw 
pere o the grocer 0 1 by him to 
ss. and bv the boss to fe 
issed the Sewing ¢ ‘ he Rebe 
Lodge I Y om illiner to he 
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ke them true to life, and so make the picture 
realistic and vital The ste ” a 


illusion was | 
And eve thats o re weL ng The 
costumes of the ctors must r lesigned to fit 
the sets, photographically. If Smella’s dress 
has too 1 uch hits ‘ the picture 1 ty 
spoiled That is w! l] rs and cuffs and 
dresses of Red Cross ‘ le ronts< 
that look nite vhe the } he 
screen <t is they | oO gl o 
re ct mn the oO righ 
\ iO T} 5s | ’ ‘ 
elope 1 the ker back 
gre nas At > learness 
t} t the hite , 
g the hole pictur 
Unless Smella’s 5 ug 
t hy le to deve ugh to , 
te ermes that the 
re got 
hot 


Direct icting, hghting. assembling, cutting 
‘ ; . ] ’ mt y ei! ‘ 
titling, developing, ti g. all still to con 


Why 
spoil the scene that would “ make” the 
But 
Only 
photoplay, be 


too sharp a tocus alo or too soit. may 
picture 
larling 


that’s enough for one lesson 


remember nex time vou criticise 
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twentv-five cents 


Judge Art Print 
225 Fifth Avenue 
New York City 




















JUDGE 





Your 
Druggist 


rint 
ue 








ne 19, 1920 


Ballade of the Killers of Joy 


By Ricuarp Le GALLIENnt 


ia IBACCO next! and then 


lo rob us of what else they'll trv! 


hose pitiful anaemic foes 

Of all the things that dulcifs 

Our mortal lot and | 
\laking their mission—and commission! 
Where Pleasure is to peer and pry 
Why not prohibit Prohibition 


poor you 


lis time to make an end of those, 
lhe sneak, the tell-tale. and the spy 
oking about with prurient nos¢ 
(And fingering evervbody’s pie 
Looking with sanctimonious eve 
\nd sick tibilinous suspit ion 
On all the fun beneath the sky 


Why not prohibit Prohibition? 


his nasty canker in the Rose 
Of Life. this small indecent fly 
(his swinish soul, where’er he goes 
Turning fair gardens to a sty 
And hugging foulness on the sly; 
O send the fellow to pe rdition 
In other realms his work to ply 


Why not prohibit 
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I. for one vould rather di 
Phan live by Puritan permissior 
ll the world is going dry 
Why not prohibit Prohibition 
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He had coin but soon must spare it 


With his relatives must share it 
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Cattle-owning, richly landed 
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\ll our hopes tor his departing 
(nd his pile to us imparting 
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proached the philosopher s residential tub 
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“Ves.” 
the honest 


responded the sage 


you are man for whom 


hunting. and 
have come to make yourself known? 

‘Not at all,” 
trary, I am_ the new 
here to raise 


was the reply 
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vour rent titty per cent 
The Reason 


The editor of the Torch of 1 
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( m page 
ot 1 Wis oggic y Literary if 
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\) oO k she rv longer, there re 
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When is a Play Not a Play? 


D you ever try to hear a painting or see 
isymphony? It can’t be done 
lav? Isn'ta play to be pla 
ver co ( ed the a ibolical 


plavs The wear and te 

onversai tion that you do 
Besides, there's the task 
he cters | you 

pe vo +h \ is Iki 

ec ¢ gl I ers il pl y 
You have got to k t 


grooves ol the n ind at once, 


doorbell and two of them n 


Mary, Jack, the chauffeur, 





Certified Public Accountants in U 
are earning $3,000 to $10,000 @ year We 
ple you thoroly by mail in spare time for 
‘ P. A. examinations or executive account 
yt Positions Knowledge of bookkeeping 
unnecessary to begin-—we prepare you 
from the ground up. Our course and ser 
vice are apeer y ate of William 
‘astenhol M.. P.A., Former 
Comptroller ond , 8, 4 niversity of 
Illinois, assisted by a staff of C. P - 
including members of the American Inet: 
tute of Accountanta. Low tuition fee —easy 
Write now for information and free 
book of accountancy facts 
LaSALLE EY TENSION UNIVERSITY 
The Largest Business Training 
Tr stitution in the World 


Dept. 682-H Chicago 
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f looking back at the “Cast o 
* to find out whether Jack is the cl 


Doctor's Son which really doesn't make 


lifference so long as the play ends 
Middleto in a littl preiace to 
Henry Holt and ¢ ompany) tries to 
feeling about hav ng to read these 
brilliant, whimsi d_ psychological 
ng that the exige es ol a hig 
ed the itre co eller he 
book form. Feeling the path 
“ | I< ded Twelve cm pull 
2. 4 k r i re rings and r 
tt lo ing up tier 


to myself that Mr. Middleton could 
te—not as G. B. S., but much better 
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His Desperate Determination 


“I'm getting tollable tired of this k 
foolishne innounced Gap Joh: sO 


k im pus Ridge Ark.. after members of 


FF i ibl issisted by a Visiting brothe 

| had drawi im out of the well. “This 
the sixth or seventh time, more or les that 

fel to yur infecnal well in the t two mont 

or s If somebody dor ike and make ¢ 

lor pretty soon, dad- burned i I don’t do it 
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Send no maine Pifaite Just ask us to send you either of these wonderful, dazz- 
ling. genuine Tifnite Gem rings & o wear for 10 days. If you can tell it from a 
diamond, send it back. Tifnit stand every "diamond te 
Me.1. Solid gold a 2 Solid gold tte.3.. dolid gold oiz- 
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™~ Do | 
I'd like to be a pirate bold 
Sing ho . 
And plow the ocean as of old, S ome 
ung ho 
Woadli Thev sa that 
But I must in the garden stay office 1s one of the most 
You know business 
And pipe a muc h more peact ful lav Crilits Sure Is Phe \ 
Sing hoe house vesterday and lik 


into the boss’s office thi 
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world over and use 7 
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SEASICK REMEDY 





It prevents and relieves nausea. 
, . 

| “/ Officially adopted by Steamship 

. Companies on both fresh and salt 

water. Contains no cocaine, mor- J 

| wr P phine, opium, « hloral, coal tar pro- j 
} 

ducts or their derivatives, nor other 

habit forming drugs. | | 

Sold by leading druggists — 60c [/ | 
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and $1.20 0n guarantee of satisfac- 
tion or money refunded. \ 
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characters in his “great” play which he rewrote 
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tor ‘the exigencies ol the con mercial t} lwatre 
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to the tune of a thousand a week. An old thems 
the Idealist who falls for the Golden Calf in 
order to live on lan b choy Ss Instead of lobscouss 
The tragedy is not so great if you are a sport 
rhe scenery is more fantastic when you are 
rolling down fron Prete: than in that 
veaty, grimy, shoe-destroving climb upwa1 
ou will have more time for silent 


ou know how to roll « 
in art in failure 


apgeccin 
lown gra lv. There 
| toiled up Parnassus tor twenty years, and 
en ] got to the Lop ragged ¢ ind pent Liles s, did 
Zeus or Prometheus up there Not on 
1d Momus and 
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ing terms with your favorite star. 
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Two Million 
Motor Cars Will 
Not Be Enough 


\ MILLION per 


li Lye 
) eal 


want a 


A car witl 
hood can be sold 
Consequently, so1 
million buvers who think themselves 
disillusi ned, 


onths 


“lucky” may be 
after an experience of a tew 
with their new car 
Don’t buy just “any” car. Let 
the Motor Department of Les.ir’s 
Weekty help you with its expert, 
unbiased aay ice, tree « I charge. Your 
represent investment 
reliable vehicle of trans- 
portatio1 Fill the following 
coupon in detail and mail to 
LESLIE’S WEEKLY 
225 Fifth Avenue, 
New York, N. Y. 
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Harotp W. Stauson, 
Vanaver, Motor Det 
WEEKLY 
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The Thompsons 


By Strick. 

“THOMPSON was a model man 
took his wife 

lo pi ture show or cabaret 


p GILLILAN 


He! ightly 


lite 
(Let’s be true to Thomps | 
he was game 
Wifey 


tame 


he was bored. but 


was a restless soul—existencs 


Thompson rose at seven bells and washed ; 


dressed and ate. 


Had a fairly paying job, and didn’t dare be late 
Nightly swirl with wifey took a tidy lump of 


hy 
cas 


to scheme a bit to keep Irom 


Thompson had 
going smash 


Mrs ibed till she was rested 


Thompson lay 
quite 


Getting good another purpl 


and pepp lor 

night 
Thompson wasn’t steaming as he ought to. on 
his job 


Slightly vobbly o hi ‘ and woozyv in the 


ndhouse tor 
ise it took her 


g should break 


nstead ot me 


Why I'm just a 


s delicate as delicate can be 
Impossible 


Briggs—These are certainly abnormal times 

he other day I 

like to see Bryan president 
Griges—That’s nothing I 


defendir gz Burleson 


actually heard a man sav he'd 


heard a fellow 


» Wiectames 


Hub—Why such exce 
Pet—Nell, it’ 


to get a glimpse of 


ssivel 


JUDGE 
Ultima Drool 


By J. 
ING of the lady 
Who sits 
Like an owl without feathers 
Far on the ring, 
rhe lest ring, 
Of Saturn 
Of Saturn 
Or Neptune 
What profits astronomy? 
Sing of the lady 
Sing of her hair 
Espec ially sing 


R. McCartuay 


Incomprehensible 


Colburn— Did you notice the bored expression 
on Dunbar’s face while the prima donna was 
singing “* Home Home?” The song 
didn’t seem to appeal to him. 

Carr—Why should it have appealed? He was 
born in a flat; after his parents died he was 
taken to an orphan asylum; when he grew old 
enough to go to work he left the asylum and 


sweel 


went to a boarding-house, where he lived until 


irried: ard ever since his marriage 


lived in 


he was ai 
he has a hotel 


Ruthless Ruth 
By | 


MER ELLSWORTH 


Ruth went to a dinner with her husband, 
He sat quietly by her side 
And it almost spoil d her eve 


When suddenly he died 


ning 


At the Beach 
‘Oh, Mother, may I go out to swim? 
“Oh, ves, my darling daughter, 
But hang some clothes on each pretty limb 
For the po-lice insist you oughter.”’ 


canty clothing of late, 


ill I can bare! 
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Both before and since the Great War, Civilization has been dragging its 
spiritual anchors, and despite the splendid idealism that impelled us into the 
European War, our Civilization is rapidly drifting towards shipwreck on 
the shoals of a gross materialism made in Germany and now exploited 
throughout the world. 

Is man merely an economic, money-grabbing, food-getting animal, as the 
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